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MODERN COURTEZAN, 


HEROIC POEM. 
| MISS HE — yp M——y. 
| : = With NOTES, 


CRITICAL, HISTORICAL, EXPLANATORY, and Co- 
MICAL, prefix'd, 


—— Fatally Fair * are, 


Andi in their Smiles, the Graces, little Loves and young Defires inhabit; 
But they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetite, 
And all who gaze upon them are undone. 
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MODERN COURTEZAN. 
HILE Waller s Td immortalize as Fame, A 


Of Sachariſe, and while Myra s Name J 
A Wonder ſhines, in GRANVILLE S flowing Khim, 


Shall I neglect to tell to future Times 2 

Her Praiſe? From whom I catch the 1 F lame I 1.04 J 5 

It Treaſon were, ſhould I her Power concea. 

While fair * F----. whom each Fop admires, 

The Talk of Courtiers, and the Toaſt of Squires, - _ 
B Tho? 


1 Flame in this Place, may be taken in ſeveral different Senſes. | 
* The Chaſms thus mark'd, the Reader is allowed to fill up 


with ſuch Names as he thinks may beſt fit them, 
| | \ 
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Trip ere the Sun aroſe the verdant Green; 


T; 
3 - 


al 
Tho' once in B the Loweſt of her Kind, 5 
In 2 did a Panegyriſt ORR - 
While . whom oft I've Barefoot ſeen, 1 


The ripen'd Root for Sale to buy her Care, 
Or choicer Dainties of the Garden ware, 
x For her while Sh Street and Lane can tell, 15 


| The Poet's Paſſion, fay would i it be well! ? 


> 208 


No full ton d 65 Clarif s Name ſhould ſound, 

Can it be ſaid the neber beſtow'd a Wound. 

Falſe the Aﬀertion, or elſe 2 Drury les, 

Whoſe Taverns oft” have ſeen , with high Surprize, 

The Nymph it the v: various ” f of Love deviſe ; ; a 
2 Seen 


; | 
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x The 15th Line and Part of the 16th are Sort of a Parody on 
a Piece of an old Ballad; a vaſt Inftance of our Author's Genius. 


2 Drury a Name given by our Author to the Sylph or Gnome, 
who preſides over che Pariſh of St. Paul's Covent-Garden. 


ES] 

Seen her expoſe unto the raviſh'd View 

A Temple, DAMON grieves he ever knew. 

Such Throes he feels, now ſo ſeverely pang d, 0 
He wiſhes ere he ſaw her ſhe d been hang d 25 


Why is the Luſtre of his Eyes decay d? 
Why on his Cheek the uſual Crimſon fade ? 
A ſickly Hue o'er all his, Viſage ſpread ? 1 
And reſtleſs Aches, diſtreſs his hapleſs Head? | 
Theſe were contracted in C/arif/a's Arms, | A053 
A Proof that Woman oft has fatal. Charms. 20 
But grieve not Damon if ſuch Pangs perplex, 
Nor you alone they all Love's Votaries VER. 


Sacred alike to Farce and Tragedy, | 
A * Fane ariſe near Bow-ſtreet ſee? 35 
ede B 2 Where 


[6] 

Where motley Harlequin his 1 Furbrie plays, 
Sometimes, or Richard's bloody Reign diſmays, 
Or ſhift the Scene, and Fadaf”s Lies ſo pleaſe : 
Or Shyloct's Grief when he has loſt his Cauſe, 
That 1 in full Chorus all beſtow _— | 40 
It's num Tous Avenues are crowded round ew 
With Donies, wherein the 2 Fulle: de ye are found; 


A matchleſs Train of Nymphs, who'd each inſpire, 


The glad SpeRtator's Breaſt with fond Deſire. 


The moſt of theſe have ſuffer d in the Wars act” 5 


Of Yenus, * can ſhew the facred | 3 Stats. 


Does Impul pulſe bid you chuſe from theſe, beware 
The Nymph whom Art, not Nature, has made fair. 


Examine 


I Fourberie is a ** Ward, Wehe and uſed i in n Eng; iſp 
ſometimes for Trick, Cheat or Deception, 
2 A very numerous Family of Females inhabiting thereabouts. 
* Certain Marks to which moſt of theſe F air-ones are ſubject, 


and well known to Men of Gallantry. 


Heier Hair like Jet in curling Ringlets flows, 


. 


Examine carefully the Seat of Love, 
It's Freedom from Morbrific Symptons prove: 50 
Elſe this Embrace with Joy will Poiſon bring, 
And with the Sweets of Love envenom'd ſting. 

1 There is a Nymph, her beyond all avoid, 

Whoſe Letchery can neer with Love be cloy'd, 

Tho' ſeldonifire fin Smart, ſhe ſtill delights 55 
Polluted to approach Cytherea's Rites. 
Such black'InfoRicas from ber Ams hive flown) | 

The Goddeſs now diſclaims her for her on; 

Chang'd to a Nymph of 2 Chacina's Train, 

She tries t' impoſe on half the World in vain. 60 


Her raven Eye ſtill matchleſs Luſtre throws, 


Nn 


© we 4 


dats © k % 


1 From NT Heads the Bard deſcends to Particulars, 
2 Cloacina patronizes Filth of all Kinds, 


[$8] 
Down on her Boſom, once a bliſsful Seat, 


But never now with real Joy elate. 


Her Skin if you obſerve it muſt diſpleaſe, 65 
Yellow and ſpotted from the foul Diſeaſe. ue 


Three Scars {he boaſts in joyous Fight obtain d, 

But not by three times three her Health would be gin d 
Yet ſhe when Innocent was fairer far, 

Than falling Snows high hov ring in the Air. 70 
How happy had ſhe bleſt ſome village Swain, 


Not then her Senſe had Heav'n beſtowed i in vain. 


From th' I nfections ſhe has ſcatter'd round, 
The hapleſs, Dame has a Diſiinction found. 
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[ 94 


But hold the 1 Mud Nymph, he who ſtill preſides 
Oer all Clariſſa's Acts, her Footſteps guides, ; 
Reminds the Muſe to quit the num'rous Train, 

Of Catherine's, Bow-ſtreet and of Dru Lane. 30 
And re· aſſume her Charge at once I fy, 

For who immortal Spirits dare deny. 


Should we C/ariſ/a's vaſt Deſerts negledt., 
Our future Verſe might 2 Stentor's Sons reject: 
Some one of whom conſtant as 3 Corfeu rings, 85 
With ſolemn Voice our Lucubrations ſing; 
| Cloſe to the Gate where Lad on antique Throne, 
Still part o'erlooks the City once his own. 


*— 


1 As Socrates had his Genius, Belinda her guardian Sylph, ſo 
our Heroine is ſuppoſed to be attended by an aerial Spirit whole 


Origin i is as exalted as her own. 
2 A Name we give Ballad Singers. 
3 Corfeu ſignifies the Eight o'Clock Bell. 
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1 While from each neighb'ring Cutthroat Lane qad Court, 


With rough Attention ragged Whores ort: 
And Crowds of Pickpockets inceſſant watch 
The Purſe or looks Handkerchief to catch. 


Py g . hs N A as 7 
: . , 4 


The Fair-one ſkill'd in every luring Art, | ; 


Which D.— mighty Tut'reſs can impart, 


Thro' all the Wiles of Love our Wonder fires, 


And th attendant Muſe the Nymph admires. x 


2 


| 75 ; | 'E ; 2 5 ” 7 £7 . Toa 40 f 
Once when a captivated Country Squire, 
Ga d on th alluring; Fair with warm Deſire, 


He aukwardly addreſs d hes . She aloof 
Sprung, like a Filly, on whoſe uufiedg d Hoof 
The Smithſey's Heat nel er preſs d, wholnever knew 

The weighty Burden of an Iron Shoe. 
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1 The Picture given us ha 5 the Crowd is is a good © one. 
Six PogrTIVE, 


11 1 
With much Intreaty he her Preſence gain'd, 
To grace the 1 , twas their the Cull ſhe drain'd 
Of five Broad Pieces, which his Purſe contain'd. 105 
In female Arts unſkilled, he thought he ſtill 
Might o'er her tempting Beauties rove at Will. 
c My Love, my Life, he cried, I'm all Dela 
& And periſh if you don't aſſuage the Fire.” 
Then ſighing on her tender Breaſt — he cry'd—- 110 
I muſt again — I will not be denieetn. | 
But you repulſing with an haughty Air 
His buſy Hand, how did the Blockhead ſtare, 
When you explain'd, if that again he wanted 
To taſte of Love, more Money muſt be granted. 115 
Nor of his Night's Adventures this the worſe, | 
For ſomething elſe ſhe gave him makes him curſe” 
The Hour, fhe to his Paſſion gave Returns, 
For now like Ana he Internal burns. 

5 Al 


8 


x The S Tavern, 


l 


All after Ages ſhall her Fame admire, 120 
Who uſe ſo many different Ways to fire. 


Now from the Eaſt Night ſhook her fable Robe, 
And ſpread with Darkneſs half the active Globe ; 
Clariſſa the Piazza trip'd along, 

A Band-box in her Hand, ſhe hum'd a Song: 125 


A Milliner's ſpruce Prentice now ſhe ſeemd. 


She neꝰ er o'erſhot'the Point at which ſhe aim d. 
Novice, who neꝭer before her Face had ſeen, 
Struck with the Quelque choſe gentil of her Mien, 
Intreats a Moment ſhe'll with him retire, 130 
Her coy Repulſes edge on quick Deſire; 

6 Remove your Hand — what means th unmanner'd 


Clown, 


4 To teaze one thus - you've rumpl'd all my Gown. 


cc Uncivil 


L 213 ] 
& Uncivil Man-—— you won't be anſwer'd no, 


& J will not kiſs you, prithee let me go.” 135 


A Tavern kindly open ſtood at hand, 
Whoſe Bar he ſoftly beg'd ſhe might Command. 
« Who! 1 Sir--Lord—don't think—you won't be rude ; 
6 But you're a Gentleman, and hardly could.” 


He ſpoke ſo fweet—and importun'd ſo faſt, - 140 
The ſeeming modeſt Fair conſents at- laſt. 
The choice was his ac Punch delicious Draught, 
And with each Bumper he freſh Rapture quaff d. 


Boldly he begs to lie within her —— Arms, 7 


The rude Demand her virtuous Soul alarms. T45 


She againſt Man inveighs with feign'd Deſpair, 


Heaves the hot Sigh and drops the /ca/ding Tear z + 
C 2 But 


[14] 


But from his Fob the glittꝰring Guinea drawn, 


He rov'd at pleaſure o'er the purchas'd Lawn: 


All Paſſions now, but one at once ſubſide, 150 


She melts with Love who did ſo late deride. 


Each magic Lure lamented Needham knew, 


Clariſſa ſhines more promiſing in you. 


The Shades were lengthen d, and the Sun declin'd, 
When in the Ma! you roam'd tꝰ unbend your Mind; 15 5 


Carmine your Cheek, Gold- lace adorn'd your Shoe, 


Which the wide Hoop at large diſplay'd to View. 
Your riſing Cheſt, Tom to his Friends did ſhow, 
Wiſhing to taſte of ſomething elſe below: 

A Capuchine conceal'd your ready Waiſt, 160 
Wafting to Love, and looſe to be embrac'd. 

Tom was a Foe to Love, a Caſuiſt nice, 

But you transform'd the Bigot in a Trice. 


Scorning | 


L 178 2 
Scorning by Rules mechanic to be tied, 
You preach'd up Nature the moſt ſacred Guide: 16 $ 
Awhile he liſten'd, thought you argu'd well, 
And to your Arguments a Victim fell, | 
But Love induc'd his Reaſon to rebel. 
He own'd the Man of Principles a Slave, 
No Ties coercive but what Beauty gave, 270 
He ridicul'd the ſacred Writ's Decrees, - 
And call'd all Maxims falſe----but to Ezxcreaſe. 


Thus Woman can when Friend to Pleaſure join'd, 

Blacken the whiteſt Soul, and blot the pureſt Mind; 
Trace the vaſt Changes of the Serpent Heart, 175 
And find for every Wile of Man an Art. 


If I admire thee and thy wond'rous Ways, 
Wherefore ſhould that the Satyriſt diſpleaſe: 
She 


[ 16 J 
She who the Heart of Authouy enſnar d, 


Not more than thee, nor leſs for Gold ſhe car's 2. 180 


Had ſhe been in Auguſta's City bred, 
In the ſame Paths would Cleopatra tread. 


| For NMings and Conquerors who did enfold 


The Queen, the Nymph with Commoners had roll'd. 
Perhaps to ruin ſome ſly Cit betray d, 185 
By her, their Houſe both had a Priſon made, 
Surrounding Catchpoles hind' ring to retire, 

While ſhe conſum'd with an internal Fire. 

No Cefar tlien had ſtorm'd her Palace-Gate, 

And A&ium been ſome Bawdy-houſe Defeat: 190 


| The Pangs which French we now miſcall, then: might 
Have ſerv'd inſtead of Ap of  Apypr's Bite. 


If o'er the Strand's long Length of Way you rove 
With curious Ken, to find the Man of Love, 


Why 


[ 17 ] 
Why ſhould we blame you? We've in Hiſtory ou, 195 


The ſel-fame Trick related of a x Queer, 
Who wander'd far from Sheba to ſolace 


Herſelf, within the w/e Man's ſtrong Embrace: 
And many a weary League the regal Dame 
Swiftly ſurvey'd, t' aſſuage her raging Flame. 200 
This Difference lies between ye—and no more, 
She was a Queen you're but an humbler Whore. 

In the green Box late at the Play you fat, - 
And o'er your F ace the bold, but well-cock'd Hat 


Diffus'd a Charm which might have Venus grac'd, 205 
An Alderman who in the Pit was plac'd, 

Leer'd ſlily up, the Fop more ſhameleſs ſmil'd, 
Forward each Man to be the firſt beguil'd. | 
While 


x The Queen of Sheba who came to viſit Salamam JO 
ſalem. 


— 


While you with Eyes all languiſhing purſu'd 
Throꝰ all their Turns the gay Coquet and Prude. 210 
The Soldier ſwore, and the Black-Gown demure, 
Affirm' d ycu Fair, but ah! he fear'd unpure. 
The briſk Oxonian and the Templer ſigh'd, 
And all the motley Group ſucceſlive died; | 
The x Dapper *Prentice and Attorney's Clerk, 215 
Peeps from the ' Shilling Seat, and each a Spark 
[ Would be, --- But oh! the empty Fob when felt, 
| Tells _ he never in- thoſe Arms ſhall melt. 
For you attempt r entrammel nobler Prey, 


\ ) 


"Tis for the monicd Fools your Lures you lay. 220 
Juſt as you wiſh'd ſly Cupid ſhot the Dart, 
Wet were the Feathers in Lord Witling's Heart. 


Gently 
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x The Author's n every Perſon 7 PHT and his Sketch at 
characteriſing, is juſtly applauded thro' all this Page, | 


L191 
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" 
My Lord Clarifſs gently did invite, 

To be his Gueſt, ſhe huff d at all be ſaid. 

But ſtrait when told Lord Wittling-did ſubmit, 225 
And Jilts for itled Folly all the Pit. wy 
Not Churchill when on Blenheim's well-fought'Field, 
Thouſands of Foes did to his Prowels yield, / +11.) 
Felt more Content for Nations thus ſubdu d, 
Than from this Cnet to my Lord accru'd;”! © 230 
The Curtain drop'd, he hands her to his Chair, 
And trudges after leſt a Gem ſo rare 5 
He'd loſe, how worthy of his Lordſhip's Care, 


Himſelf to Bf the Chairmen ſhews, 
Stops as they ſtop, and as they go he goes. 235 
Quick the ſage Prieſteſs of the Paphian Rites 


Who here preſides, prepares what rich Delights 
D The 


[20] 
The Town affords, or F ancy can "03" 
To pleaſe the Palate of th' illuſtrious Gueſt, 


Had I the Talents of a neighb'ring Spaire, 249 


Whom fab for Law, ſome for Romance admire, | 


Whonow-RicaT WoRsHIPFUL--Commitments writes, 

Now Plowden Rohan, now a Play indites; 

Then ſhould I tell, (for who like him is able 

Such Things to tell) the Diſhes of their Table. 245 

Let it ſuffice, chat Oceans of Champaign 

Were handed round, till in a merry Vein 

They roll'd to Bed; but note my Lady Punt 

Kept herſelf ſober, and my Lord got drunk. 

Unkiſs'd ſhe left him when the Morning roſe, 250 

He ſoon awak'd, having flepr off his Doſe; . 

And of his pleaſure bilk d, he ſtorm'd and ſu wore.” 

Call'd the High Prieſteſs Witch, old Bawd, and Whore. 
19 15 But 


121 
But when the Fair, who had his Choler rais d, 


1 


Appear'd, his Anger was at once appeas d. ; | 25 5 
She wept and talk'd of Innocence betray'd, | 
Till he aſham'd of all the Noiſe he made, 

Gave her ten Guineas, this his Pardon card, oh 

And more © than all his Rhetoric avail'd, \ 27 q 85 


Now heaps of perjuring Oaths Clariſſa be, | 260 
She lov'd him infinitely, no Man more 
By Woman could be lov'd, conſtant and uns,. 
Her Heart, theſe Words did all zhe Man ſubdue : 
He promiſs d ſhe alone ſhould have his Heart, 


And they no more ſhould from that Moment part. 26 65 


ud T <& 


241A 


Blame not my Lord * this—for well I ween 
Far _ Men have Deuts to Beauty been. 
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Beauty the Son of 1 Peleus did perſuade, - * A 


And fair Alemena's Boy to maſquerade. 


Which Eloquence or Force could ne'er have made. 270) 
2 Samſon to Beauty's ſoft alluring Smile 

Reſign'd his Strength, and periſh'd in the Toil; 

The Royal Propbei to its Victim fell, 

Nor could King Solhmon his Paſſions quell. 

To Beauty's ſoft Perſuaſion Julius ga ve 

A Crown, th Aꝑyptiun Army could not ſave, 


And from a Conqueror become a Slave. 
7 a f "121 43 70 7 if | 


- Behold Cinis now in higher Sphere, 
A Lord's 9545 Miſtreſs moves the artful Fair, 8 


4 8 
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1 Achilles dreſſed himſelf like a Girl, and Hercules too wrote 
himſelf Spinſter for Love's Sake. 


2 Samſon was ruined by Dallllab , David ſinned for Berſbeba, 
and King Solomon loved the whole Sex, as well as e er a Royſterer 
in London. 5 


1281 
Her Lodgings grand, her Footman to attend, 280 
A waiting Maid, beſides a female Friend. 
All theſe to gull the noble Fool conjoin, 
Whoſe Eaſineſs promotes each ſly Deſign, | 

Each coming Night they revel, ſport and toy, | 
And act the merry Scene of am'rous. Joy. 7 285 | 
Here long ſhe flouriſh'd, and grew great in Po.] r-, | 
But lo! approaches faſt the fatal Hour, 
Which plucks her from this pleaſurable.Bow'r. - 17 


Long her Confederates had with ſtudied Lies, | 
Kept cloſe her Foibles from his Loraſbip's Eyes. 290 


* 


But oh! unthought there came a hapleſs Day, 
When all imagin'd he was far away, of 
Deeply immers'd in rural Merriment, BA jt 
He private came to ſee his Heart's Content; we 
* BRO " _— The 


[24 ] 
The Man was out, — the Maid —- a filly Wh, 295 
Upon the Jar left the betraying Door. 
He ſtole up Stairs and in his Vympbs Embrace, 
Found a young, Iriſhman ſupplied his Place. 
My Lord too conſcious of the dire Diſgrace A 
Withdrew, norafie ever knew her Face. 300 


7 


ol * — . 


1 ez Dos 
. Ere Appetize with him was cly'd, 


I he Loſs was s ſmall, ſhe had his Purſe employ'd 

| So well, the mib'd him not, and ev'ry Day 

| | Threw Culls a as rich and eaſy in her Way. 

| At Ran'lagh, Marybone, and at Vauxhall, 305 
| She ſhines admir' d and courted in them all. l 1 
At Pla J idatto and at Maſquerade, 
06 at the Lord who e, her Fortune made. 


» 


[ | 
| | With Rakes of Quality ſhe's "fk . 
1 Beatipg at * the Covent-Garden Round: 


Spills 


E [35] 
Spills Rack * Claret, breaks th bla Bowl, 
Then makes him pay, who dares her Will controul. . 
Well fares the Man who in her Hearing ſtrains 
The Cat-gut Inſtrument, well paid his Pains 3 * 
The Watehman too, who walks the Nightly Round 5315 
Bleſſes th Extravagance in her he found. 
'Tis thus ſhe lightens both the Purſe and Head, 


Of all who dare with her theſe Footlteps, tread. . 


% 


One when the Spring bloom'd o'er the vendant Earth, 
And Fruits and Flowers were opening into Birth, 320 | 
When to the riſing Sun in ruſtic Stain, 0 5 


N — S 
Eaſchius choſe this Seafont to retire 


From Town, Clariſſa went at his Deſire; 
ao! Wd | 3 48 An“ 


* 
Meir 


[ 26 ] 
Their Time this am'rous Pair refolv'd to ſpend: 325 
At Richmond Hill, where many a Verſe was _ 
On the ſtain'd Glaſs, idle as him whoſe ring | * | 
Had done the Deed; here you might read or fing * 
Of Dolly s Wiſdom; here you n__ rehearſe © 
Wilnot's Enjoyment in deferiptive Ver wie x 2h 
Here N ancy's Praiſe, and there how Polt ty fird © 
A Youth, whoſe Niitie's wrote don to be admir'd. 
Here 1 Whorts and Lords, Bullies and Ladies write, 


| Their Names lisgguring che Walks yu White.” 
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They feaſted here on each luxurious Cate 335 
The Month co give, all all fhew'd Eu/ebins Freat. 
Now the fourth cheering Bottle clear d t their . 


And briſk Car. fe" 8 Wit began to ite 2 : 


N52 0 4 qo a way ) + "0 1 Sh. , 


* 


8 1 The Commixtures of things, Names and Diſtinctions here, 
are very natural. 


| (27 ] 

She jeſted on Religion, Senſe and Laws, 
To nought but boundleſs Love ſhe gave Applauſe. 340 
She blithely nam'd each ſmutty Health around, 
Nor worſe was e*er in the Piazza's found. 300 | 
Inverted Pitchers and thatch'd Cabins toaſted, 
And all her amorous Adventures boaſted... 
She ſung how Celia's Maſter taught to play, 345 
Then on Zuſebius Boſom died away. 7 
Her wanton Arms about his Neck ſhe twin'd, 
And when he preſs'd her not he was unkind : . 
As the Wine mounted, her Behaviour ſhew'd 
The Nymph with all Cytherea's Wiles/endew'd; 350 
She ſung, ſhe kiſs'd, ſhe ly'd, ſhe toy'd, ſhe ſwore, 
And ev'ry Turn betray'd the practis d Whore. 
Tis ſaid with Love the Curtain of the Dy 
Was drop'd, but here the mud N; ſymph ſtole away: 
So here the Muſe's Information fail'd, 335 
For the mud Mympb, all we have told, reveal'd. 8 8 1 

| E Ne'er 
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Ne er ſince the gay Euſebius has been ſeen, 
Nor Fame about his Abſence ſilent been, 
With foul-mouth'd' Trumpet ſhe proclaims around, 
In Flannels wrap'd at home he's to be found : © 360 


5 With looſen'd Teeth, weak Hams and ſwollen Head, 


All which Clariſſa s Charms in Windſor bred ; 

Such fad E Effects the Foys of "Love can Spread. 
Flavilla may entrap with blitheſome Voice 

The Song-fond Fop, he ne&er ſhall be my Choice. 365 
Gay All- thro' mazy Dance may rove, 

And ev'ry Boſom heave, but mine, with Love: 

In thee Claiſa all their Charms unite, 

In Joys.you die; and move with fond Delight, 
Beyond what Man can tell, or Poet write. 370 


If theſe or others catch my tranſient Heart, 
Vour open Arms expel the ſhort-liv'd Smart. 
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How much art thou to be prefer d to theſe, 
Tees Nature's true Delights can only pleaſe. 


Let Moraliſis forbid the large Exceſs 375 
Of Luxuries, you'll take them ne 'ertheleſz 
In vain againſt them, let the Prieſt inveigh, 
You'll anſwer tis his Trade to preach and pray: 
Let him of Conſcience tell, of Tortures prate, 
From Sherlock quote, who did of Judgment treat. 380 
Theſe are to hap in Worlds to thee unknown, | 
This World you're ſure of, this you'll make your own. 


Where Wit ſo poignant, fuch clear Judgment rules, 
All muſt admire,-------who Reaſon ridicules. | 


— 


Ve Slaves to Senſe, who tamely own the Laws 38 5 


Of Reaſon, view this Charmer with Applauſe, 
ar "Whoſe 


E 
Whoſe Courage bolder than ye all will dare, 
A Courſe, v hich you but in Penſnecdive feat:; 
Pleaſure's the Path, In vain let Gownſmen pong 
Her Soul enraptur'd they ſhall. ne er unteach, a] 
Of Demons, Fires and Stings of Conſcience . 1.130 
she ĩs reſoly 'd, nor heeds or Heaven or Hell. 
Full ſure that if Perdinion comes at laſt, ö 
Is cannot be till ſhe thro? Life has paſt, 39 
Whole: various Pleaſures in her Race ſhe'll all. 
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an rene Tyeve betty ir 
' To ſeize the Prey within his Scent which lies 
| The Hunmai's Wile, caught in the Toil he roars 
| In vain, and always Freedom Loks deplores. ' 400. 
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